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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Had afew hours at Trentham and escorted the 
Princesses over Copeland’s Ceramic and Minton’s china works. 
Very interesting. Saw lots of specimens of Royal-family plates. 
After seeing these gracious ladies safely back to Trentham, ran 
across to Hawarden, and was present at dedication of Armenian 
memorial window, The Old Man eloquent as usual. Hurried 
across to the castle and hid behind a lot of Homers in the library, 
FO Was present at interview between G.O.M. and ‘“ General” 
Booth. Booth’s account of it pretty accurate, but could tell some 
funny things if Iliked! Got off unobserved and arrived at Birk- 
beck Institute in time to hear best part of Dr. Fison's lecture on 
‘Spinning Tops.’”’? Rather a joke to reflect that the world is only 
a big spinning top itself after all—the Sun is simply ‘playing 
with us.’ Read some of Rhodes’ speeches after dinner. Seems 
such a pity—he “will be talking,” like Signor Benedick, because 
people do * mark him.’ 

THE ‘‘ HAUTE ‘ECOLE,”’ 

Rhodes, as he rides on his way 

To ‘*the music ” (Anglic?, commissioners), 
Rides the high horse—one may say— 

Like parsons who'd pose their parishioners ; 
He rides in a spirited style— 

Could scarcely be bolder or breezier, 
But Rhodes on his road in awhile 

May, possibly, wish se’d Rhode-esia ! 


Thursday.—Just my luck! Don’t often go out with the hounds, 
but ran down to Glen to-day and tried a run with Ferriers. 
Two checks and—mirabile dictu !'—hounds lost in the fog! Hadn't 
turned up when I left. Helped the Prince open the Sutherland 
Institute at Longton, then round to the Wheel Club Exhibition at 
Hereford House, South Kensington--club premises. Spent my 
evening in ‘pleasures and palaces,”’ that is, supped with the 
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Ladies’ County Club, in Hanover Square, in celebration of the open- 
ing of a new wing. 

Friday.—Went down to Canterbury and enthroned Dr. Temple, 
after pottering about the now-being-demolished Rolls Chapel all 
the morning. Heaps of interesting finds in the walls and débri 
Felt quite archwological. After dinner went and saw the 12th 
Middlesex Volunteers get their prizes at Somerset House. Heard 
incidentally that Lord George Hamilton (officially, of course) was 
at last informed of the Indian famine. What a shame to keep 
Governments in the dark as they do! 

SHARP’S THE WORD. 

The cry of the starving arose, 

It spread through the universe rapidly, 
Roused pity in friends and in foes, « « 

And stirred even those whio live vapidly ; 
In solitudes small and remote 

Things were known and supposed and inferred of it, 
It was stale to the Kaflir and Croat 

And aow Lord George Hamilton's heard of it! 


and subscriptions are pouring into the Lord Mayor’s Fund like 
anything. 
Saturday.— Rode in Ward’s electric omnibus. 


Monday.—Got up early to help open the Law Courts. While 
there, congratulated everybody on signing of Arbitration Treaty 
with America. Kept on congratulating everybody I met. Am 
keeping on still. Hooray! Rule Britannia! Hail, Columbia! 
Passed the evening listening to Mr. A. Montefiore Brice on ‘ Polar 
Exploration’ at the Imperial Institute and Dr. W. H. d’Aubrey 
on ‘‘ Hogarth ’’ at the London Institute. 


Tuesday.—Rather busy day. Got the North Lancashire Regi- 
ment off the Nubia and into camp, also saw all their wives and 
children home. Looked in on the Cabinet Council and gave them 
(or, is it—it ?) some good advice. Then over to Paris to open the 
French Chamber. Appointed M. Bresson President, and hurried 
back to hear Sir Sidney Shipperd on the Administration of Justics 
in South Africa at the British Colonial Institute, having previously 
been present at the Poor Children’s Feed at the Guildhall. 

A THOUGHT. 
It was a pleasant sight, indeed, 
To see those little beggars feed 
(1 call them ‘“ beggars’ in a sense, 
Which, you'll observe, is ‘‘ no offence ’’); 
And, being poor, I’m bound to say 
I’m glad I hadn’t got to pay. 
I think (the truth I can’t conceal) 
Those children made a good square meal, 
And trust digestion in each mite 
Was equal to its appetite! 

THe Sporrer. 


Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamned and addressed envelone. 
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‘‘FReEzING a Mother-in-Law” has 
been followed by ‘‘ Quodding a Mother- 
in-Law.” Solomon had six hundred 
mothers-in-law, and not one word of 
disparagement does he relate as to any 
of them. How Lord Russell must envy 
that ancient monarch ! 

' 
: ta A A ET 
Quite Another Story. 
“ An, I shall reach the goal injtime,” 
So sang the aspiring bard, 
‘‘ Accredited a prince of rhyme, 
And held in high regard.”’ 
The dunder-headed man of type 
Quite marred the rhythmic tale, 
3y saying that when things were ripe, 
That bard would reach the gaol. 

Monte Carlo Manners. 

(It is reported that Miss Ellen Terry 
was recently refused permission to enter 
the Casino at Monte Carlo because she 
was not sufficiently well-dressed.—Daily 
I aper. | 

From this strange story we conclude, 

And hasten to express, 
That ’twas the janitor who stood 
In need of more ad-dress. 
a 
Revenons a Nos 
33 
Moutons. 

Mr. Snarler (savagely). — ‘* Mutton 
again! We shall grow into sheep 
soon! ”’ 

Mrs. Snarler (slangily). — “ Well, 
keep your wool on, old man!” 

Not(e) so Bad. 

A CLERK in a certain bank is very 
musical, and one day was thoughtlessly 
singing over his work. The manager 
came up to him, and said, sternly :— 

RSE v. MOTOR CAR. 7 ’ i. } 
| HORS O : = “T would have you know that this is 
Wiss Highgee—** Why, who ever expected to find you here? not a concert-room, but a bank, young 
The Hon. Fitznoodle.— Oh, Miss Highgee, all our oil has gone, and we have been man.”’ 
stuck here three-quarters of an hour in the cold. Be our fair deliverer, and let your ‘* Well, sir, I was only issuing a bank- 
horse drag us home?” note,’ was the facetious reply. 
The Millennium. Back Numbers to the Fore! 

A Goop many people seem omewhat uncertain as to how things A Paris student has started to walk round the world, in a 
will go when the millennium arrives, so, in order to relieve their costume made up of old numbers of a French newspaper.—Press. | 
anxiety as far as possible, Fun has taken the trouble to make a few , ; : 
inquiries, with the following results : " A ; ian's Journal Supplemint was all my uniform,”— 

VARRACK- uM B S 

The young husband will frequently remark, ‘‘ It is strange how — toom Baiaps. 
much better my dinners are cooked than they used to be at home,”’ He will walk round the world, he declares ; 

You will often hear one girl saying of another, “ Yes, she does He has said it and sworn it effusively : 
look nice, does she not? And her hairis all her own, and she is And he’s fashioned the outfit he wears 
not a bit made up.”’ From a paper’s back numbers exclusively ! 

While, the day after the banquet, he who has dined not wisely But we'd fain have one point at rest :— 
but = well will admit, ‘‘ No, it was neither the salmon nor the As he struts on his way ostentatiously, 
cucumber; it was the champagne. Can the numbers which cover his breast 

When it rains people will say, ‘‘It is not just the weather for 3e described as “‘ back’’ numbers veraciously ? 
my new top hat, but I am glad to see it, because the farmers want . 
it. ? ——_—___—$ $a 

A neighbour, when conversing with another, will reply, “‘ Yes, I j 
have heard about Mrs. X., but, as I don't believe a word of the story, Triumph of Motor over Matter. 

I would rather not talk about it.” ; ‘‘ DEAR me, dear me, what can the matter be?” 

Newspapers and magazines will be printed on indiarubber, so Murmured the maid in despair, 
that no writer s contributions will ever be crowded out. As, pallid yet bonnie, she watched for her Johnnie, 

People who ask for loans will never be refused; those who make Who'd tarried too long at the fair. 
appointments will always keep them: young men will always come ot , - . : 
co ay ong saint chen ay ne hl Lal age BP ger , : But the nymph of these days has a different phrasa, 

enter tn-o woes ' yeaa OnE OWN Way; Gn As she bends on the highway her vision : 
everybody 8 geese will be swans when the glorious millennium ‘‘ Dear me, dear me, where can his tor be ? 








Hope he ain’t had no collision ! 
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Useful Improvements. 


(Judging from the woodcuts, the 
electrical cab will be in appearance a 
coupé with a sort of coffin underneath 
it, which, we gather, istheaccumulator.”’ 
—Daily Paper. 


THESE are interesting moments 
With the genius of man 
Attempting locomotion 
On a quaintly novel plan, 
And the excellent inventor, 
Who should claim the champion’s 
wreath, 
Is that wight who builds a coupé 
With a ‘ coffin underneath.”’ 


When that subtle soul, the driver, 
Shall set his snare, the cab, 
And linger at the roadside 
The passenger to nab, 
The public he will ogie 
With a soft enticing eye, 
A striking illustration 
Of the spider and the fly. 





For this despot grimly “ reining ”’ 
Will not vex himself to swear 

At your luckless loon who wrangles 
O’er the fitness of the fare; 

3ut, with baleful optic flashing, 
He will grind his cruel teeth, 

And will point with warning finger 
To the ‘ coffin underneath.”’ 





Mo(o)re Rhyme. 


You may rinse—you may wash out your 
mouth as you will, 

But the smell of the onions will cling to 
it still! 


Tempting. 


Miss Elderly (sharply, to tramp).— 
‘* What do you want ?” 

Sentimental, Beery Tramp.— Love, 
mum! I ’ave a cravin’ for a sweet, 
noble ’ooman’s love! I ain’t ’ansome, 
mum, but I ’ave a ‘eart wot is fair 
bustin’ with love! Kin yer love me, Iie.—“* Why?” 
mum? Oh, say ‘ Yus!’”’ 


Plummer&C? 


The Children’s Banquet. 


Tue Guildhall was crammed with youngsters last Tuerday 
evening. They were all brought from the suburbs of London in 
connection with the Ragged School Union. It did one’s heart good 
to see these poor waifs devour the wholesome food provided, enjoy 
the entertainment which followed, cheer the Lord Mayor, who 
addressed them in words free from insincerity. He wished them 
all a Happy New Year, and they spontaneously responded with a 
similar wish to his lordship. The moving spirit of the whole affair 
was Alderman Treloar, who must have felt joyous at having made 
so many of his diminutive fellow creatures, of pinched and poverty- 
stricken aspect, smile and laugh in the fulness of comfort. Our 
philanthropic friend, Mr. C. T. Harris, gave a woollen shal to each 
girl, to the number of 1,250. Tom Smith’s crackers were freely 
distributed ; Raphael Tuck gave each a New Year's card; Mr. H. 
B. Marshall, a story book to every child, Messrs, Eden Fisher 
gratuitously printed the programmes, tickets, etc., and Messrs. 
Collard kindly lent the grand piano. There is not the slightest 
doubt that every one of these poor, grimy-visaged, ragged children 
participated in an evening of delight. The money subscribed was 
sufficient to provide one thousand hampers of provisions for the 
cripples. More power to ye, Alderman Treloar! 











She.—I say, by the way, this ought to be a good year for the umbrella makers.” 


She.—“ Because of the longest reign.”’ 


The Rejected Chess Player. 


My heart is a King, O my Queen! 
For dismal is my fate, 

Since you have checked my love so keen, 
By saying you won’t be my mate ! 


I don't think you ‘act on the square,” 

For black as (k)night my life I find ; 
My heart is full of grief and care 

T’d fain exchange for piece of mind! 
I’m but a curate now, I know, 

And in the past had e’en to pawn; 
But I may to a bishop grow, 

And rustle in my sleeves of lawn ! 


A castle | may yet acquire, 
With rook-ery 'midst stately trees ; 
And you, who spurn me with such ire, 
May yet crave pardon on your knees ! 


'T will be my turn to move away, 
Should you then seek to bear my name ; 
And you will find you've, so to say, 


Been playing a blindfolded qame ! 
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Polite Inquiries 
A Farce 1x Two SCENES. 
Dramatis Persone :— 
JO eph Orch id, Esq. seccccecseee A Statesman. 
Burly Highways, Esq.. Another. 

Servants, Supers, etc. 
Africa. Exterwr of High ways’ House. 

ers Orchid talking to servant at Highways’ door. 


Scene I. 
a? dd Si 


Orchid.—‘* Not returned yet ? ”’ 

Servant.— No, sir. Expected every minute.” 

Orchid.—‘* H’m! Very annoying, very! I will leave my card. 
Say Mr. Orchid to make inquiries, will you, inquiries! 
cheers off.) Whatever's that?” 

Servant, I expect that is my master.”’ 


Orchid.—“ Your master.’ 


Servant.—“ Yes, sir! You see the people have turned out t 
meet him.’ 

O) O--o—oh! Then you master is & popular man ?’ 

Servant, " X66, sir, very.” 


Orchid.—* Dear, dear, I had no idea of it. How very interesti 
[am a popular man myself. Give him my love. Mr. Orchid’ 


love Tur } to go.) Ah! By-the-bye, he leads a Part 
e 
» BaF 
‘/} raAorainag! do | ‘ Parties. Remarkabl 
Yo mugen y tna Ir. Orchid k vi f a young man, 
Ing nan, @ great authority on ¢ ows and aCres, 
W , It tO @! party He is engaged at 7 nt, bu you 
never know, 1 know 
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ry - : ; 
H (3; ( ).—F riends, fellow citizens, comrades, 
nd well-wishers,—-Here lam. (17 ‘rious applause.) If there is 
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e thing I hate m 
“ Whatho!l’ “NA eshan’t belong,” etc.) Agreat speech from 
& reat man savoursg of self advertisement, and I don't like it. 
(** £4009 es sut I will not be silent! [ know what you are 
for [o see me! (So we are.”) You like to see 
me. And you are right. You always are! So am I. I have 
be eft yet. You know what I have done in the North, 
and me here to « ratulate me. Well, | deserve it! (‘*S 
y ‘! Bravo!) If I have blundered at any time, I will pay the 
penalty. Ibut I never have blundered and I won’t pay anybody. 


(‘‘}Hiear, hear!'’’) I am wanted over in England. Well, I am 
it if they think they can Dr. Jim mv, they’re mistaken, 


thats v tthey are! (‘' Shame!” ** Three cheers for Dr. Jim!” 
‘Let ¢ eu “ boreahead!” and frantic cheers.) I repeat, gen- 
tliemen, they are mistaken. (‘ They generally are!”) Gentle- 
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y 3y THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


Tue Year of the Longest Reign 
“4 \v is ushered in with a groan of 
“ anguish. The Year of Imperial rejoic- 
ra > / ing is born in the throes of agony of 
Plague 
s.'64 /S:) and famine stalk triumphant in India 

when we are about to celebrate the 
| ° splendours of the reign of India’s Em- 
la! | press. Alas! 


ic oy | x - * 


But famine and plague must come. 
India is thankful that it is to England 
t look tor succourand protection. 
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unne mpany has met again. It wants to get 
ie sea. I wish to heaven it would stop there. 


sRMUN” LYRICS. (No. 57.) 
THe DIAMOND JUBILEE, 
(sod save the Queen! The pan swells out, 


From North and South and East and West, 


From land here tropic sun’s hot blaze 
Swells out the hymn of patriot pra 

From lands in snow-white garments dr ; 
The heart of Englishmen we, ut 

In thankfulne 

From ev’ry boundary of the earth, 

From central heart whence flows the stream 


Of Empire to the furthest branch, 
Resistless, as the avalanche; 
From hot voleano, geyser’s steam, 
Come echoes of Victoria’s worth, 
To praise and bless. 


God save the Queen! <A whisper soft, 
First born within our island’s scope, 

Now grown to torrent’s mighty roar 

With thund’rous sound ne’er heard before 
Deafens the world with song and h ype, 


) Heaven itself it mounts aloft 


ays that Mr. (;ladstone is coutemplating the purchase 


le for his own use.) 
‘in: ‘Ob, Banquet not.”’—Tom Moor 


Orr, cycle not in your twilight hours 
Like giddy youths, great W. G.:; 
For yours is a time of failing powers, 
And the cycling craze isn’t good for thee, 


For you will come croppers amid the jeers 
Of ribald scorchers with laughter hoarse, 

Who'll urge you on with derisive cheers 
To mount and tumble again, of course. 


Better hew again at the touch old oak 

With the trusty axe you have oft wielded : 
Though the sturdy trunk may defy your stroke, 
T } cut down overhead: 


L ° 7 


And goodly faggots, and chips and chumps, 
t 1] the pot 
in bumps 


} L ; , rir t ‘ ‘ " y 
i ¢ ws L c ‘ wher 1D 














—— 


NL rie dele iain a 


A a ee 


A A Ta, Aa 




















: ~ SSS eee 





HONOUR. 


N ~  sSSaas = 
a 


SS YS Reha 


(7% 


A FUN-NY COURT OF 











yA AAA AN 
: a. fe 7 on ee ee 




















‘ 


JANUARY 19, 1897. 


bie 


AY WD 
wy Oe Wen 
» A \y \ 
\\\N 
\ \ a 


. ~ . \ ‘ >” \, < \ \\\ 
"a . . SSS WS \ , . | \ \ \ . ‘A \ \ \ 2 
BAA \\ i aE \\ A \ 
a SSO ee A\\ : \ \ \ . \ ‘ Ay is\ \ 
_~— WSS RA \ N . AN 4 ws \ \\ . \ a 
WRONH OER TRA WY 
SY WS 5 ‘ RQ 44 lH} ‘ WEIRTON 


ane MAN 
igs \) 








SS 
~ aS 


nang \ Pa x 
| ~ — 






































897. 


|| i ly lw 

















SER nT Na eT en 





erate anna Qikorge 





te 


* 
ONE —F: 


RO OI se 











FUN. 


JaNuARY 19, 1897. 





——=§ 




















Ir you admired L’Enfant Prodigue at the 
Prince of Wales's some years ago, do not miss 
A Pierrot’s Life at the same theatre. It is 
delicious, enchanting. As simple as can be, it 
is intensely pathetic and delightfully humor- 
ous, a8 was its never-to-be-forgotten prede- 
cessor. Take, therefore, the mixture as before. 
It is a charming pantomime, splendidly 
mimed. 

Pierrot is poor, Julot, his rival, is rich. 
jut Pierrot, despite his overpowering bash- 
fulness, wins the fair Louisette, the happy and hard-working little 
milliner, and they are duly married, and live in her pretty little 
top-floor front in Paris. But Pierrot is weak-minded and easily 
led astray; having won the prize, he values it less highly, and 
neglects her for the tavern and boon companions of the wine eup. 


But when one morning early he returns, tipsy, and finds 
Louisette asleep in her chair—she has been waiting for him all 
night—when, by his clumsiness, he awakens her, and she, 
having once again forgiven him, tells him a secret, that a 
little one is expected, he swears to reform, and to return 
to connubial bliss. Unfortunately, however, the wicked 
Julot is at his elbow to tempt poor Pierrot. He shows 
him from the window the lively factory girls leaving their 
work, and suggests that he and Pierrot should go out and 
have a rollicking time amongthem. Pierrot at first resists and 
then succumbs. But he has no money, and Julot suggests 
they have a friendly game of cards that Pierrot may 
win some. But, as Julot marks the cards, the odds 
are too heavy for our vacillating hero, and, in despair he 
rifles Louisette’s money-box of its contents, the money she has 
saved from her hardly-won earnings for the time when a little 
Pierrot should come into the world. With this ill-gotten epoil 
Pierrot rushes out to Fifine, a fascinating young person, to whom 
Julot has introduced him, and runs away with her. 


Years pass by, Louisette and her little son are taken care of by 
the good Pochinet, who keeps the wine shop opposite. One day 
Pierrot passes by, ragged, utterly destitute. Fifine has left him; he 
is very weak and hungry. VWochinet sees him, forgives him, and 
bids him plead to Louisette for pardon. Only for a little while 
does the still loving wife withstand his entreaties, for, when 
their little son, leads his father to her, and places his 
hand in hers, she can resist no longer and falls, crying, upon the 
errant but repentant Pierrot’s breast. It is a sweet and touching 
pe, marred only by the momentary appearance of the dis- 

evelled and broken-down Julot, who is soon sent to the right 


— There were not many dry eyesin the theatre as the curtain 
ell. 


The play is treated in delicate and supremely artistic fashion by 
the admirable band of artistes which interprets M. Beissier’s story. 
Chief honours are won by Signor Egidio Rossi, who, as Pochinet, 
gives us an incomparably humorous, wonderfully graphic, and 
delightfully artistic performance. 


Mile. Litini, too, as Pierrot charmed us hugely. Her gestures 
are graphic, and tell the thoughts of Pierrot’s mind with wonderful 
vividness. Shecan speak a volume with her eyes, her hands, her 
pose. Second only to her and to Signor Rossi is the Louisette 
of Mme. Germaine Ety —a performance vivacious and pathetic in 
turn; and Mile. Georgette Faurens and La Petite Gaudry, the 
Fifine and the Pierrot fils, are both thoroughly in the picture. M. 
Jacquinet as Julot struck me as being too loud and melodramatic 


and exaggerated, but this may have been done purposely. t ; 
the effect of contrast. . purposely, 60 gain 
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The beautiful music of M. Costa—melodious, flowing, illustrative 
—is full of fun and sentiment. So, you see, there is no flaw in A 
Pierrot’s Life—it is @ jewel of fancy in a world of ugly fact. 

GOSSAMER, 


A special matinee of The Hider-Down Quilt, preceded by Delicate 
Ground, will be given at Terry’s Theatre on Friday, January 22nd, 
in aid of the Indian Famine Fund, under the patronage of The 
Right Hon. Lord George Hamilton, M.P., and the Lord and Lady 
Mayoress. 














Odds and Ends. 


Not many people say grace when there is only bread-and-cheese 
on the table. 


It is very wicked to gamble—unless you win. 

Most people say they can skate when there is no ice about. 

The woman who marries for a home is often glad to run away 
from it. 


Poets write for fame when they can’t get paid for their pro- 
ductions. 


A good many people who put on “ side” have very little else to 
put on. 


“Every eye forms its own beauty.” 
when a woman looks in the glass. 


When a man can’t keep himself afloat he tries to float a com- 
pany. 

A man twists a ring round a woman’s finger, and then she twists 
him round her finger. 

There is no champion liar; so many run a dead heat. 


This is especially the case 









































CROSSING FIRE. 


Sweeper (to young lady of the ““Chorus’’).—* Jis a mo’, yer la’ship, 
waile 1 touches up this crossin’ afure yer puts yer dainty foot on 
it. Taint often I gets mimbers of the Haristocracy, but I knows 
em in once," . 
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Life’s Elixir. 
AT six, or near a quarter past, 
I saw & man come walking fast— 
With flaming “‘ posters,” red and green, 
On which this strange device was seen— 
‘* Excels ’em a'!"’ 


His brow was damp; his eye, beneath 
His cap, flashed fire; he gnashed his teeth ; 
And many wicked oaths he swore ; 
When, suddenly, those words he saw— 
‘* Excels 'em a’!”’ 


He held it to the waning light ; 
He spelt each word from left to right ; 
Then shouted out with all his might, 
In,thrilling accents of delight— 
‘* Excels ’em a’!”’ 


In haste the old man said, ‘‘ Beware! 
For goodness’ sake, my friend, take care ; 
You'll tear the blessed thing in half; ” 








a He answered, with hysteric laugh— 

2 ‘« Excels ’em a’!”’ 
a “Oh! stay,” the maiden said, ‘“ before 

a | You paste it up upon the door 


Read out to me the message, sir.” 
‘“ Why, ‘sartingly,’”’ he answered her, 
‘* Excels ’em a 


‘‘ Beware! the ladder’s giddy height, 
Lest it collapse ; you know it might.” 
It was Policeman X who spoke. 
He shouted back, ‘ All right, old bloke, 
‘ Excels ’em a'!’” 


e At break of day, upon each wall, 
a Completely covering them all ; 
2 That mystic legend caught the eye 
. 6 Of every puzzled passer-by— 
‘**Excels ’em a’! ”’ 


‘¢ What does it mean?” all cried, “In vain 
I’ve tried the riddle to explain. 
Dash not my sole remaining hope ; 
Say not ’tis some new-fangled soap 
‘ Excels ’em a’!’”’ 


Days came and went; a week passed by, 
And all around one heard the cry, 
‘‘ Explain to me, or I shall die, 
The meaning of the mystery— 
‘Excels ’em a’!’”’ 


At length, one happy, blissful morn, 
I woke to find those posters gone ; 
And others pasted on each wall 
Explaining lucidly the call— 
“‘ Excels ’em a’! ”’ 
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When I recall those blessed bills, 
Teaching us how to cure all ills 
| Which human blood so often spills ; 
Rheumatics, fevers, coughs, and chills ; 
Each terrible disease that kills, 
| And while the pharmacopceia fills, 
Though whether they were drops or pills, 
The editor on me instils 
Strict silence ; neither may I say, 
| Or even hint in any way, 
The nature of that remedy 


| Which perfectly and rapidly, 
- . ‘‘ Expels them a’!!” 


The Meeting of the Members. 
(Air: “ The Meeting of the Waters.) 


THERR is not an occasion contrived to compete 

With that glorious hour when our orators meet; 

If there’s one precious moment endeared to the heart 
’Tis wher. Britain's bold statesmen are making a start. 


Yet it is not that Harcourt and Asquith are there, 
And young Herbert G. with his nice ana 

It is not that Sir Wilfrid laments for his Bill, 

Oh, no, it is something more exquisite still. 


’Tis the fact that an eager electorate yearns 

For the delicate tact, the refinement of Burns, 
And that Briton's inherit, enshrined in their souls, 
A passionate love for the Sultan’s chum—Bowles. 


Illustrious members returned from a rest, 

Come, at it like winking and give us your best, 

So the dulness of heart-breaking silence may cease 
And we all may be conning your speeches in peace, 











Though years have passed, my heart still thrills 





“Fun’s” Filosophy. 
THERE are Many people who keep a very good table—a highly 


polished mahogany one, in fact—who put precious little onit beyond 
the cloth. 


A man who has been brought up with a large family of sisters 
seldom marries young; possibly it’s a case of familiarity breeding 
contempt. 


In commerce the optimist is the man who thinks that he would 
succeed in any business which he has never tried, while the pessi- 
mist is the one who knows that he has not succeeded in any 
busiuess which he has tried. 


Many people imagine that the age of love has passed away, 
when really it is they who have passed away from the age of love. 


Extremes meet, and much smiling will cause wrinkles as quickly 
as will much frowning. 


The man who is anxious to rise in the world without effort on 
his own part will do well to take his seat on a sack of flour. 


The chief value of an echo is that people who are fond of giving 
advice may hear how it sounds when addressed to themselves. 


No gospel or mission in this world will make people honest, while 
poverty is punished by the workhouse in old age. 


Family quarrels are often so called because every family in the 
neighbourhood is acquainted with the particulars of it, 


While wandering about the world a sympathetic individual is apt 
to hear many complaints of want of health, want of work, want of 
friends, and want of money, but I never met one yet who had ever 
met with a complaint of want of wisdom. 


The performers in the average suburban Salvation Army band 
appear to follow the good old advice to whist players, and when in 
doubt they play a trump or a trombone or else the big drum. 


Some folks would feel very much insulted if it was said that they 
had not a rag to their backs, and just as much hurt if it was 
asserted that they had. Soitis. You can’t please some people, 


I remember reading when I was boy that an Englishman was 
never contented unless he was grumbling ; a Scotch~™an was never 
at home, except when he was abroad; and an Irishman was never 
at peace unless he was fighting, while a Yankee, as the combina- 
tion of the three nationalities, was never happy unless he was 
doing all three. If you add the German, who is never quiet unless 
he is blowing, the description would apply as well to-day as 50 


years ago. 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


Cadbury's Needham 
POWDER _ “Refreshing and Invigerating fo the — The moet slabs prepara Sata 


| Enhances the acceptability of every | | jaded mind and body; delicious te the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—~—Pamity DOCTOR. 
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NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
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Fun’s Calendar for 1897 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 


Fun Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1897. Instead 
of the usual description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication”; “ Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896 ” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Press. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “ Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press. 


tures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and t phical, neat, crisp, and 
erigina 1, John "s two-page cartoon—* Political Tobogganing ”—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is just out, and,if possible, better than ever. The 
ohn Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 


| at the hour. y c f 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 


|  eontented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wong 

) about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Mcrley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excited 
to steer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on the rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun Almanac for 1897 is a good twopennyworth, the calendar being specially 
well done.— Western Mail. 


Fun Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. 

Fun Aimanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny: and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the World. 

The Fun Almanac for 1897 (M. Elton and Co., 27, Bouverie Street) is already to 
hand. The illustrations this year are particularly good. Thecartoonis entitled 

“ Political Tobogganing,” and represents Lard Salisbury’s toboggan, under the 

guidance of John Bull, progressing favourably, while all the other toboggans 

seem to meet with a surprising number ofobstacles. Oneof the best illustrated 
absurdities is “The woman with a past.” The ‘‘Funny Calendar” is very 
clever.—Spalding Guardian. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 is full of clever satire and amusing pictures. The 
‘‘ Snap Shots” are a new feature this year, but the idea is so good and so well 
worked out that more may be expected to follow in future numbers. The 
cartoon, “ Political Tobogganing,” ingeniously hits off the home and foreign 
political situation.—Northern Ensign. 


Fun Almanac, 2d.,a double number of the weekly comic journal, with a 
double-page cartoon.— West Sussex Times. 


The Fun Almanac for 1897, just issued, is an amusing twopenn’orth, con- 
taining some very humorous pictures, and its comic calendar will cause many 
| @ hearty laugh.—Dover City Chronicle. 
Fun’s Almanac is full of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “ “Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
} boy ? *—* It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on! ”"—The 
Citizen, Gloucester. 








ONLY THIRTY-THREE ALTOGETHER. 


In the year 1893 there were, according to reports, not less 
than thirty-three persons upwards of one hundred years of age 
alive in Great Britain, the oldest of the lot being a woman of 
116. The striking fact about these people is that they have all 
led simple and industrious lives. May not some of us, used-up 
youngsters of fifty, sixty, and seventy, find in the long lives of 
these folk meat for meditation ? 

Why should we be hanging like rotten apples on the boughs 
of the tree of life, when this collection of thirty-three are (or 
were in 1893) still sound to the core? We hear no end of 
talk nowadays about ‘‘ overwork ’’—overwork of the brain and 
of the body; and how people are breaking down and dying of 
it as of some new-fangled epidemic. 

Do you believe in it? For my part, I don’t. Where one 
person dies of overwork a dozen succumb to wnder-work—and 
its complications. You can guess what they are. 

Nevertheless, there are plenty of cases where men and 





women—most of them under forty—collapse and have to stop 
working. Not, mind you, from too much tension on their 
muscles or on their brains, but from a cause of which our good | 
friend, Mr. George Evans, furnishes an example. And in this 
matter he stands for, probably, a round five millions of people 
in this country. 

“In the summer of 1894," says Mr. Evans, ‘‘I had an | 
attack of influenza, which left me very weak. Do what I 
would I could not get up my strength. I was dreadfully low. 
[ had no vitality or animation, and was unfit for any business. 

‘‘My appetite was bad, and after meals I had pains at my 
chest and around my sides. I was subject to attacks of giddi- 
ness, and often when out walking felt as if I were going to fall. 

“‘I was too weak to do much work, the least exertion making | 
me feel exhausted." 

[You will take notice that Mr. Evans does not attribute his 
weakness, or the ailment which brought it on, to overwork. | 
By occupation he isa signwriter, a calling that demands brains 
and patience, yet he has no fault to find with that. Men 
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may write signs, novels, or histories, and live to be a hundred, 
provided—but let us proceed in order. | 

‘‘T had a pain in the back,’ he adds, ‘‘and difficulty in 
voiding my secretions. In fact, I feared my kidneys were 
diseased. I got no proper sleep at night, and was worse tired in 
the morning than when I went to bed. I saw adoctor, and also 
went to the Queen’s Hospital, but their medicines did me no 
good. I also tried various other remedies with the same result. 

‘‘In September, 1895, I read in a small book of cases like 
mine having been cured by Mother Seigel’s Syrup. In hope 
that it might help me, I procured a bottle from Boot’s Drug 
Stores, Smallbrook Street, and in a short time found relief. I 
continued taking it and soon all pain left me, and 1 was strong 
and hearty, and have since kept well. You can publish this 
statement as you like. (Signed) Geo. Evans, No. 2 Back of 
36, Talfourd Street, Green Lane, Small Heath, Birmingham, 
October 9th, 1896.”’ 

Now let me quote for you what a renowned physiologist 
says on the point we have been discussing :— 

‘“‘It is not useful work,’’ he says, ‘‘ but carelessness, igno- 
rance, and worry that kill men. It is not overwork of the 
brain or muscles, but ailments of the stomach, liver, or kidneys, 
that break down the strong, throw them into poverty often, 
and send them into the churchyard ahead of their time. 
Assuming that the digestion remains in good order, hard work 
is not damaging, but healthful. And it is not work, once in a 
thousand times, that ruins the digestion ; it is want of rational 
care for it.”’ 

Precisely. Now Mr. Evans’ attack of influenza was not the 
cause of this dyspepsia, but one of the results of an older (and 
perhaps unmarked) previous condition of enfeebled stomach. 
His subsequeut escape from grave kidney disorder was also 
narrow enough to justify his alarm on that point. 

The population of Great Britain isabout 38,000,000, Why are 
the centenarians less than one ina million? Let theabove facts 
help you to ananswer. Meanwhile, use Mother Seigel’s Syrup. 
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